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“  Ephraim  feedelh  cn  uind.” 

So  do  many  others  at  this  day.  ^ 

When  I  stroll  abroad  and  see  the  j 
tnotley  groupe  of  characters,  that  t 
croud  every  street,  I  almost  believe  !  *1 

in  transmigration  of  souls,  and  think  ■  •  _ 

Ephraim  revives  in  modern  Israel. 

When  I  see  a  man  sacrifice  every 
tliiug  to  politics,  devote  long  days 
and  sleepless  nights  to  the  whims 
of  the  limes,  pant  in  pursuit  of 
phantoms,  faint  as  he  finds  them 


Mark  yon  wretch,  that  trembles 
on  the  verge  of  eternity.  The  ca- 
■  daverous  complexion  of  death  be- 
'  gins  to  overspread  his  countenance. 
Though  rich  as  Croesus,  not  a  sub¬ 
ject  of  that  monarch,  w  hose  life  w^as 
not  luxury  and  extrai^agWce  to  his. 
Sordidly  afiluent,  Jiis  soul  could 
never  have  preferred  fess  to  unjust 
gain.  The  light  of  heaven  he  w  ould 
barter  for  another  sfii'Uing,  and  think 
it  a  bargain.  He  wio;ild  not  indeed 
sell  ‘‘  bis  birthiigltt  for  a  mess  of 
pottage for  he  would  not  allow' 

fiedt'th  on  ivindf*  In  company,  a 
torpedo,  that  wT/iild  chill  !  Every 
thine:  is  cold,  e<»ld  as  his  subterra¬ 


nean  treasure. 


I  met  a  l^ard  the  other  day,  as 
I  turned  ojie^of  the  corners.  His 


air,  the  passage  recurs  in  full  force  :  j  hair,  from^vfuii  of  comb  or  a  string. 


'J' 

Jifihraim  frvdcth  on  wi}jd.**  1 streanieW.  indeed  like  a  meteor 


slirink  within  mvself,  cn  reflecting, 
how  soon  what  he  dt'ficnds  on  for 
aufifiort  Will  blow  him  away. 

When  1  meet  one,  whom  nature 
has  denied  wings  to  enable  him  to 


to  tlje  troubled  air.^’  His  eyes  were 
sunk,  deep  in  liis  head,  as  if  they 
would  retreat  from  nature,  that  he 
might  look  through  it  more  distinct¬ 
ly  in  remote  perspective.  I'lie  hag- 


soar  to  the  height  of  the  butterfly,  gardness  of  liis  appearance  bespoke 
with  hat  under  his  arm,  and  stick  ,  the  mea^reness  of  his  diet.  “Praise,** 
in  habd,  rings  on  each  finger,  spec-  '  said  a  maniac  bard,  “  is  the  only 
taclcs  on  nose,  and  saved  only  by  ;  manna  we  poets  feed  on.  We  de- 
powder  from  being  light-headed.,  I  vour  it,  as  if  it  were  angel*s  food, 
do  not  w  ait  for  the  appearance  of  a  and  vainly  think  we  grow  immor- 
lady  to  convince  me,  that  he  !  tal.**  It  might  have  been  said  once, 
on  nothing.  “  Less  than  nothin g,*j  l^ut  now  this  cheap  food  is  denied 
and  vanity,**  he  can  live  by  inei^’ :  them.  The  world  is  dead,  dead  in 
taste  of  arr.  A  Cameleon,  X\i^x\  trespasses  and  sitis.  Were  the  Aluse 
v/oukl  change  color,  but  from  want  ^  herself  to  descend,  and  perch  on 
of-Uiamc.  ,  Parnassu.s,  and  sing  to  a  sleeping 
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creation,  she  would  not  be  able  to 
gain  a  moment’s  attention  ;  to  break 
their  slumbers  or  rouse  them  from 
their  lethargy.  I'hc  sigh  swelled 
spontaneous.  Kfihraim*'  alas  '‘^feed- 
eth  on  wind  /” 

The  lawyer,  that  lives  on  hopes 
of  glory,  ^feedeth  on  wind.^*  The 
divine,  that  expects  sahation  from 
faith  without  \vorks,  ^^feedeth  on 
wind**  The  doctor,  that  rides  all 
day  without  a  single  patient,  has 
the  lankness  of  Ephraim,  ^'^feedtth 
on  wind  and  on  his  return  home  is 
not  a  little  mortified  to  find  his  chil¬ 
dren  cry  for  other  means  of  subsis- 
tance. 

Quidnuncs  are  mere  feeders  on 
wind^  and  not  very  dainty  as  to  the 
qualities  of  the  air.  Novel-read¬ 
ers  are  among  ladies  what  quidnuncs 
are  among  men.  They  are  well 
known  at  the  circulating  library  ; 
the  owner  of  which,  aw^are  of  their 
hobby,  keeps  the  run  of  their  cus-  \ 
tom  by  the  quarterly  expense  of  a 
few",  new  title-pages. 

Men,  who  live  on  very  substantial 
food,  may  yet,  in  the  true  spirit  of 
Hoata,  feed  on  wind.  The  Epicure, 
w'hose  idol  is  appetite,  who  bows 
down  to  himself,  and  t^ie  meanest 
pskrt  of  himself,  who  looks  forward 
to  a  new  earth  w  ith  rapture,  only  be¬ 
cause  he  expects  new"  dishes  there, 
who  disbelieves  in  heaven,  because 
he  cannot  conceive  of  hajifiineiis 
without  eating ;  with  however  keen 
a  relish  he  devour  his  viands,  like 
Ephraim,  still feedeth  on  wind.  His 
appetite  will  soon  leave  him,  cloyed 
into  satiety  and  motionless  with 
gout.  He  will  not  be  able  to  take 
the  same  pleasure  in  the  choicest, 
the  rustic  takes  in  the  most  ordinary 
food.  While  the  mere  animal  is  thus 
growing  weaker  and  weaker,  tlius 
daily^  the  man  is  already  dead. 
The  &oul  gone  out.  The  light 


of  understanding  has  long  sincr  m 
sunk  and  ditd  aw"ay  in  the  socket  of  S 
sensuality.  Verily,  Ephraim  feed.  B 
eth  on  wind.  B 

The  soldier,  1 

“sudden  and  quick  in  quarrel, 

“  Seeking  the  bubble,  reputation, 

“  Even  in  tl»c  cannon’s  mouth,”  t 

and  perhaps  losing  reputation  and 
life  both,  is  Elihraim  feeding  on 
wind. 

The  son  of  Neptune,  that  passes  : 
the  street,  was  once  a  lover.  An  | 
officer  in  the  navy,  in  one  of  his  land  t 
cruises  he  encountered  fair  Amoret  f 
and  struck  his  colors.  I’he  captive  I 
of  love  was  treated  less  respectfully 
than  a  firisoner  of  war.  He  scomed 
to  be  trifled  with  and  broke  his 
thraldom.  He  found,  he  had  fed  on 
wind ;  and  was  then  hardly  good- 
natured  enough  to  call  it  sweet  air. 
lie  no  longer  sighs  woful  ballads  ! 
to  his  mistress*  eye  brew^  but  sings  | 
again  Te  Deums  to  tlic  God  of  vic¬ 
tory. 

The  other  is  the  son  of  an  opu¬ 
lent  planter.  'Fhe  same  sorceress 
enthralled  him.  He  thought  the 
enchantment  was  mutual  and  was 
led  to  hope,  Hymen  would  soon 
break  the  charm.  The  place  of  re¬ 
sidence  was  agreed.  lie  repaired 
thither,  purchased  him  a  house,  fit¬ 
ted  it  up  in  the  most  elegant  man¬ 
ner,  }vi’ote  her  his  success  and  ac¬ 
cording  to  a  supposed  promise, 
anxiously  awaited  her  approach. — 
But  Efihraim  feedeth  on  svirid  ;  she 
complained  of  his  impertinence,  and 
there  ended  their  loves. 

I  could  multiply  instances,  but 
should  soon  get  to  be  an  instance 
myself.  Did  1  write  much  more, 
and  still  expect  to  be  read,  the  hope 
would  be  illusive  and  the  last  smile 
of  the  reader  would  be  at  the  ex¬ 
pense  of  The  Wanderer,  “  Efihraim 
\feedeth  on  wind.**  K- 
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t'or  the  Emerald. 
DIALOGUE  OF  THE  DEAD. 

Still  lives  the  ruling  passion  strong  in  death. 

POPE, 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

LUCIA among  the  antientSy  and  a- 
mong  the  modert.s,  Fenelon  and 
Lord  Lyttleton,  have  v:rltten 
dialoj^cs  of  the  dead  ;  iut  no  ore  per- 
haps,  either  Jor  the  purpose  of  satire,  cr 
the  advancement  of  morality,  ever 
Vi'rote  such  a  dialogue  until  the  real  de¬ 
cease  of  his  Dramatis  Personx. 

It  is  not  impossiolc  that  the  soul,  shroud¬ 
ed  in  a  dirty  habiliment,  as  she  is, 
should  so  far  for  get  her  real  importance, 
as  to  fx  her  affections  on  an  unvsorthy 
object,  subvert  the  aesign  of  her  intelli¬ 
gent  faculties,  and  consequently  be  dead 
to  every  duty  of  social  life,  dead  to  every 
principle  of  honor  and  honesty,  and  in  a 
vjord,  dead  to  every  purpose  of  her 
creation. 

Is  rot  the  Miser  so  absorbed  in  his  golden 
ideas  of  increasing  vealth,  as  to  oe  .ut¬ 
terly  dead  to  the  cry  cf  justice  and  hu¬ 
manity  ?  And  to  the  proud  victor, 
v:hosc  heart  is  inflate  I  vcith  ambi¬ 
tion,  and  M'hose  steps  are  marie  I  in 
blood,  does  not  the  voice  of  innocence 
and  mercy  supplicate  in  vain  ? 

Hut  that  a  Dialogue  of  the  Dead,  writ¬ 
ten  before  the  parties  had  quitted  their 
worldly  existence,  should  appear  a  so¬ 
lecism,  is  a  matter  vchich  we  shall  not 
at  pre.tent  determine. 

It  may,  hoxiever,  be  alledged  in  favor  rf 
it,  that  the  purpose  rf  s.  Jire  is  accom¬ 
plished  viith  ( at  least )  equal  success. 
The  culprit  being  in  a  measure  dead 
to  a  principle  of  honesty,  it  is  possible 
that  he  might  Ae  quickened  by  the  lash 
of  the  Satirist,  as  the  rod  of  correction 
sometimes  reclaims  nauj^lity  boya. 

MERCURY  Sc  MR.  P - 

Mr.  P.  Is  it  impossible,  then, for  me 
to  cross  this  river  ? 

Mercury.  W  hy  dost  tliou  repeat  this 
question,  have  I  not  told  thee  a  thousand 
times  ?  Here  must  thou  tarry  forthine 
iniquities,  and  such  is  the  command  of 
fate.  Hast  thou  not  violated  the  pre- 
I  cepts  of  virtue  and  morality,  hast  thou 
'  not  worshipped  g‘oUl  as  thy  jjod,  and  to 
fcli  up  the  meusure  of  thy  guilt,  hast 


thou  not  raised  thy  sacrilegious  hand 
against  thine  own  person  ?  Know  there¬ 
fore,  that  as  long  as  thy*  vile  carcase 
shall  remain  unburied,  and  continue  to 
taint  the  air  with  its  corruptions,  so  long 
must  tliou  wander  a  vagabond  ghoit 
upon  these  solitary  shores. 

Mr.  P.  But  Mercury,  couldst  thou 
not  contrive  some  conveyance  to  ferry 
me  to  the  other  side  ?  I  feel  anxious  'o 
know  my  final  doom  ;  whether  the  ei  - 
joy  merit  of  perfect  happiness  in  the 
gardens  of  the  blessed,  or  the  torments 
of  those  sulphureous  flames  wliich  I 
see  yonder  in  curling  volumes  mount¬ 
ing  toward  he.'iven,  is  to  be  my  eternal 
abode. 

Mercury.  So  Mr.  P.  you  think  more 
of  eternity  now,  than  you  did  in  tlie  other 
world. 

Mr.  P.  These  Stygian  glooms  af¬ 
fright  me.  What  will  become  oi  mv 
poor  soul  ?  Certainty  in  my  distressed 
situation,  is  surely  more  eligible  than 
this  horrid  suspense  ;  and  1  cannot  but 
think,  that  if  thou  wertto  form  a  canoe, 
and  ferry  souls  over  in  the  right,  it 
would  pay  thee  well  for  t!i  v  trouble  : 
thou  mightest  drive  a  considerable 
trade  (as  well  as  an  advantagecu.r  one,) 
by  tr*anspr)vting  such  hi:il-do-.o*ied  viis- 
crectnts  as  I,  into  the  Elysian  fields, 

I  think  honcslly,  it  wculd pay  thee  well. 
Mercury. 

Mercury.  A  [  rc^^H*  tr.i(lc  trill  / I — to 
smuggle  souls  irt »  Elysium  !  Well 
iua}st  thou  tremble  at  thy  appr^jaching 
calariiity.  Minos  is  a  siern  judge,  the 
terror  of  his  countenance  will  sinlc  hor¬ 
ror  into  thy  guilt}  soul. 

Mr.  P.  At  that  awful  period,  when 
I  am  to  appear  before  him,  dost  thou 
not  imagine  that  an  offer  of  a  good  sum 
of  morcy  would  iiirlucnce  him  in  mv 
tavor  ? 

Mercury.  Minos  rcceiveth  no  bribes  ; 
the  gods  consider  the  riches  of  your 
world  as  dross  and  vanity.  They*  arc 
not  like  vour  miserly  soul,  who  mistook, 
that  to  be  liappiness,  which  is  only  u 
mean  of  enjoying  life. 

Mr.  P.  Would  it  not  have  an  appear¬ 
ance  of  generosity  I 

Met  cur/.  Think  not  to  deceive  the 
gods  by  appearances  ;  bast  thou  yet  the 
temerity  to  entertain  an  idea  of  imposing 
upon  the  Immortals  ?  Is  not  dissimu¬ 
lation  its  own  destroyer  ?  AVltat  didvL 
thou  ever  accomplish  with  it,  which 
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afTordccl  satisfaction  in  thy  tliii.L- 
ing*  moments  ? 

Mr.  P.  Have  not  I  by  the  appearance 
of  sanctity  and  Ininrsty  obtained  :k  y/nyl 
report  among”  men  ?  liy  tlirowing-  a  (lark 
veil  ofhvpncrisy  over  my  real  intentions, 
have  I  not  been  seen  amctv^tlu*  nnrnbtr 
of  tlie  select^  and  in  public  odict  s  and 
employments  ?  where  by  the  bvc,  I 
never  forgrit  my  [governing-  principle  of 
gain^  to  which  add  iny  characters  of  a 
committee  man,  a  referee,  a  merchant, 
a  broker,  an  insurer,  an  e.vcrMJer  and — 

Mercury.  Stop,  stop,  do  t<  11  me 
semething  aboiit  yon.r  cxecut'-rrhip.  1 
attended  a  venerable  widow  t<>  tlie 
Elysian  fields  about  two  or  three  years 
ago,  when  slm  saw  your  rharacter  in  its 
true  colors.  She  tokl  me  wit*',  regret 
that  she  had  appointed  you  to  divide 
her  estate  among  tlie  friends  she  left 
behind  ;  since  this,  a  number  of  reports 
have  circulated  here  not  much  to  3Tur 
advantage  :  I  should  like  to  know  the 
truth  from  your  own  month. 

Mr.  P.  I  acknowledge  there  was  a 
little  finesse  there — nay  I  will  go  further, 
you  may  believe  me  Mercui*}' — there 
were  some  mastci  ly  strokes  of  policy 
displayed  in  the  mavetuvrirg  of  ail  that 
business.  1  defy  Machlavel  with 
Mammon  at  one  elbow,  and  your  liouor 
at  the  other,  to  liavc  executed  that  a/- 
Jiiir  with  half  tlie  sccresy,  circumspec¬ 
tion,  hypocrisy  and  souml  judgment 
tiiat  I  did.  You  say  slic  told  you  wit*i 
regret  that  I  was  appoint'-d  executor — 
poor  lady  ! — it  seems  her  eyes  were 
never  opened,  till  they  were  closed 
forever  ! — and  yet  she  lived  to  be  very 
old. 

Mercury.  That  I  had  not  the  plea¬ 
sure  to  introduce  her  to  Elysium  man;/ 
years  sooner,  is  not,  I  suppose  your  fault. 
Had  she  her  senses  when  she  dictated 
that  will  to  }'ou,  or  did  she  dictate  it  at 
all? 

Mr.  P.  Why  do  you  ask  me  that 
question  ? 

Mercury.  Did  not  people  stare  to 
find  your  name  Vmice  mentioned  in  the 
tame  will  ?  with  so  considerahle  a  sum 
along  side  fit,  eacli  time  ?  but  old  peo¬ 
ple  are  apt  to  be  forgetful — perhaps  she 
ordered  you  the  second  sum  inadvert¬ 
ently — or  through  mi. stake  ! 

Mr.  P.  Ah  1  Mr.  Mercury  y'ou 
are  pleased  to  be  a  little  ironical — I 
always  heard  you  was  a  witty  fellow — 
but  you  must  consider  that  1  was  not 


only  her  neighbor,  but  licr  very  gorvii 
friend.  1  advised  with  Iier  in  all  her 
worldly  concerns — bcsifles  doing  di’i'en 
little  acts  of  hindnea  for  her  from  tinu' 
to  time,  and  nevtr  fulled  to  set  a  full  v;-J. 
ue  upon  them,  jogging  her  memrrv,  r.s 
they  say,  when  1  made  her  will — uml  ui-i 
see,  she  was  verv  noble  and  gene roi us  to 
me  in  the  end,  leaving  me  one  legaev  In 
compensution  for  my  fonm  r  .s.'rvicts, 
and  the  time  and  trouble  wbitb  I  tuigii 
or  shotihi  b(^  at,  in  paying  oil  her  L(  . 
queatliments — and  the  ( t!i«  r  ti)/-— -in 
consideration  of  our  friendship — on.- 
old  acquaintance — and  all  that  f 

Mercury.  A  very  ]>lausible  .story  1  — 
and  pray  iio'.v  long  dul  it  take  you  » . 
pay  off  the  k  gacivS  ?  tell  me  the  tnai,  ; 
for  1  perceive  by  the  abominable  Ha 
that  }ru  have  told  me,  that  you  ivas  .v 
very  s  h ufi r.g fellov: . 

Mr.  P.  i>hujf:hig  fellow,  v. hat  do 
you  mean  by  that  ?  I’d  hav  e  you  to  knov. , 
Sir,  that  I  am  not  used  to  si,ich  lan¬ 
guage.  When  I  was  alive,  Sir,  1  mair. 
tained  the  character  of  an  honest  man, 
though  a  little  hard  in  my  dealings  ai.i 
sometimes  too-  close. 

Mercury.  Ibit  on  no  airs  here  sirrah  ' 
or  with  one  touch  of  this  wand - 

Mr.  P.  1  beg  your  pardon  Mr  Mer¬ 
cury,  I  was  indeed  too  hasty — b’lt  I 
own  to  voM  that  if  my  condurt  was  ic- 
prehensible,  I  was  ignorant  of  it  ;  I  vv.  s 
confident  I  \\  mahing  money,  and  why 
should  I  Invcstig.atc  llie  diflerence  be¬ 
tween  right  arid  wrong.  I  acted  u.-i- 
^  for mly  consi-^tent,  1  made  it  a  nile  with 
1  all  tl;c  legatees  that  it  they  would  givf 
i  me  a  receipt  f'T  f.oiH)  when  1  paid 
tliem  but  >^’100  I  was  ready  to  .setde 
with  tiicin.  Some,  vvliosc  ncccs.titi 
countervailed  their  omscience  w  ere  ready 


‘■'i 


to - 

Mercury.  Say  rather,  some  whos'' 
mean  opinion  of  ihy  honesty  conipcllv.d 
them  to  put  up  with  a  loss. 


/*//.  P.  Have  it  as  you  will— 1-Yct 
.Sir,  there  were  others,  (whicii  circum¬ 
stance  I  recollect  with  pleasure)  whose 
redundancy  of  conscience  scrupled 
signing  to  a  lie,  by  which  lucky  method 
1  kept  them  out  of  the  m(»ney  all  my 
life  time — to  my  great  emolument  ;  for 
1  lodged  these  monies  in  the  bank, 
where  the  interest  is  dr.awn  monthly, 
and  this  interest  added  to  tlie  piincind 
i  twelve  times  in  a  year,  1  received  com¬ 
pound  interest  so  many  times — the 
money  grew  like  Visnoau-ball  rolled  down 
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hifl.  Oh  !  that  I  could  return  to  that  | 
dear  -voorldt  and  live  to  an  a!itidihivian 
— what  a  ferVaue  could  1  acquire  ! 

Mercury.  I  am  astonished  at  the 
depravity  of  the  Innnan  race  ! — don’t 
you  think  you  was  a  diabolical  rascal  ? 

ATf.  P.  I  offered  terms  to  them — 
they  had  their  choice  and  was  I  to 
blame,  Mr.  Mercury  ? 

Mercury.  The  fowler  spreads  his 
net;  the  bird  is  taken  of  his  own  ac¬ 
cord  ;  but  is  the  fowler  less  treacherous, 
Mr.  P.  ? — Vou  have  evaded  my  ques¬ 
tion,  how  long  was  the  estate  in  your 
hands  ? 

Mr.  P.  Ever  since  you  conducted 
the  soul  of  the  widow  to  its  happy 
abode,  and  that  is  two,  or  three  years 
ago — and  to  divide  her  estate  among 
90  many  legatees  h.as  taken  me  viuch 
longer  than  you  ivouid  think  for^  owing  to 
obstinacy  e/jr/rr'y — \Vhy  Sir,  they 
would  not  settle,  because  I  demanded 
a  discount  of  twenty  five  percent 
for  prompt  p.ay;i.eat. 

Mtretiry.  Cease  tUy  impertinence  thou 
lying  scoundrel — to  demand  a  discount 
of  five  and  twenty  per  cent  for  troinf't 
payment,  two  or  tlircc  years  after  the 
money  htcame  due  ! — ^Vhat  punis!)ment 
must  the  righteous  Judge  award  tliee  ! 
Happy  for  the  country  tlial  bore  thee, 
that  Jupiter  slicd  o\er  t!»y  mind  the 
seeds  of  knowledge  witli  a  sparing 
hand — for  surely  the  gods,  foreknowing 
thy  enl  destiny,  contracted  thy  intelli¬ 
gent  powers  to  the  sphere  thou  wert  or¬ 
dained  to  n»ovc  in.  Else  had  thy  power 
and  unrelenting  cruelty  sacrificed  that 
country  at  the  siirine  of  thy  rapacious 
ararice. — Why  had.st  thou  not  tlie  lion- 
esty  to  pav  off  the  legacies  agreeably 
to  the  will  ? 

Mr.  P.  As  to  the  matter  of  that — 
thou  art  cerlalnlv  sufiiciently  acquaint¬ 
ed  with  lavj,  t(»  know  that  Hiad  no  right 
to  pay  them  undei  twelve  months  at 
ka.st. 

Mercury.  I  thought  you  hinted  just 
now,  that  this  estate  was  in  vour  hands, 
till  the  day  of  your  death.  How  in  the 
name  of  wonder  can  that  be  ? 

Mr.  P.  A yb/r  purchase  !  Sir,  a  fair 
purchase  !  You  must  know  that  the  es¬ 
tate  you  refer  to^  is  contiguous  to  my 
own,  and  so  very  handy  that  I  had  long 
determined  to  possess  it ;  and  when  it 
fell  into  my  hands,  1  made  a  sham  ven¬ 
due  (as  the  loan  requires)  and  bought  it 
♦tiyself  for  /^rSO; 

S2 


Mercury.  Is  it  true  tlmt  the  directors 
of  the  bank  offered  you  ,^1500.  for  your 
bargain — you  say  nothing  of  that. — 

Mr.  P.  Wliy — I  cannot  say  but  it  is, 
yet  I  knew  it  to  be  worth  much  more, 
and  therefore  refused  it. 

Mercury.  Where  was  vour  consclerce, 
Mr.  P.  ? 

Mr.  P.  Conscience,  Mr.  Mercury! 
do  you  talk  to  me  that  !  wiitre  was 
yonr^  conscience  when  you  stole  king 
Admetus’s  cow  s,  or  what  is  xcorse,  when 
you  took  Vulrau’s  tools,  which  were  of 
no  value! — When  you  stoic  Jupiter’s 
sceptre,  which  I  siippose  was  very  cost¬ 
ly,  then  you  had  a  great  temptation — It 
I  liad  had  the  same  opportunity  I  don’t 
know  but - 

Mercury.  You  forget  where  you  are. 
I  perceive  that  you  are  as  ignorant  as 
you  was  parsimonious;  but  admitting 
these  to  be  some  of  the  follies  of  my 
yo\ith,  did  I  not  invent  commerce, 

!  xieights  and  measures — was  I  not  fanious 
for  making  peuce.  and  a  long  train  of 
virtues,  for  w  hich  you  gir^  me  no  credit, 
and  for  which  I  am  enrolled  among  the 
number  of  tl»e  gods  ?  But  as  to  thee, 
misc'^able  v:rctch !  wliat  good  action 
didst  thou  e\er  perform  >  on  the  con¬ 
trary,  hast  thou  not  ground  tlie  faces  of 
the  poor,  practised  every  species  of  in¬ 
justice,  and  spurned  tlie  supplicating 
child  of  adversity  from  thy  door  witi^ 
contempt  ?  and  should  the  all-just  Ml 
nos  spurn  thee  from  the  footstoid  of  tlii 
throne  of  mercy,  would  it  not  appear  an 
equal  punishment,  for  the  conduct  thou 
hast  shew  n  toward  thy  fellow  men? — 
You  resemble  Battus,  ihc  herd.sman,  to 
wliom  I  entrusted  the.  cattle  1  had 
stolen,  but  of  whose  falshood  and  per¬ 
fidy  1  revenged  myself  by  turning  him 
into  a  stone  called  Index.  You,  like 
Battue,  deserve  to  be  metamorphosed 
to  an  Index,  a  Stone  held  up  to  the  vievj 
of  mankind  to  point  out  the  extent  of  hu¬ 
man  depravity. 

Mr.  P.  But  Mercury  thou  wast  not 
only  w'orshipped  as  the  god  of  oratory, 
but  as  the  god  of  rogues,  of  gain,  and 
of  cheating  also,  and  therefore  thou 
oughtest  to  be  a  little  more  merciful 
toward  me,  who  have  been  in  the  same 
tract  all  the  davs  of  my  life. 

Mercury.  Hast  thou  practised  my 
virtues  too  ? 

Mr.  P.  It  is  impossible  to  attain  to 
every  human  perfection  :  the  life  of 
is  so  short—— 
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JMercury.  Why  didst  tlicu  not  chusc 
to  copy  virtue  then,  whose  reward  would 
have  been  lastincj  and  real,  instead  of 
foolishly  pursuiiijf  a  pliantom,  whose 
pleasure  is  transitory  and  imaginary, 
but  whose  end  is  certain  misery,  and 
which  has  at  length  caused  you  shame¬ 
fully  to  ilie  hy  your  envn  hand  ? 

Mr.  P.  I  acknowledge  yotir  last 
words  to  contain  the  sting  of  truth — 
but  w'here  lies  the  sin  I  have  been  so 
guilty  of. — The  gods  you  said  liave 
given  to  men  riches,  as  a  mean  of  hap¬ 
piness — I  endeavored  to  attain  those 
means,  which  the  gods  allow,  and  I  have 
acquired  them -  ' 

Mercury.  Without  regarding  the 
steps  you  took  in  pursuit  of  them.  Mr. 
P.  there  lies- the  crime.  You  sacrificed 
the  end  to  the  means. 

Mr.  P.  I  wish  you  could  convince  me 
that  my  conduct  was  wrong. 

Mercury.  By  one  touch  o£  this  rod — 

he  thou  convinced - tiie  fellow  looks 

stuplfied. 

Mr.  P.  O  conscience  !  conscience  ! 
how  do  thy  torments  rend  my  soul  to 
pieces! — thy  arrows  are  more  piercing 
than  the  pointed  steel !  thy  horrors  are 
intolerable !  Fain  would  I  headlong 
rush  into  the  w.aves  of  the  fier^  IMilcgc- 

Ihon - Mctl links  I  could  gladly  ewe 

into  the  liver  of  oblMton — and  quench, 
eternally  quench  the  soul’s  immortal 
tpari,  and  dro-'jon  her  anguish  and  her 
hope  forever . Exeunt. 

i.Ysirrus. 


west’s  portrait  op  lord  splsok. 
The  neatness  and  fidelity  of  the  subse- 
qiient  description  from  Belle’s  “La 
Belle  Assemblcc”;  the  interest  t^en 
in  the  subject  of  the  painting  de¬ 
scribed  ;  the  illustrious  ch  a r.actcr  of 
the  painter,  all  make  u.s  eager  to  give 
it  insertion.  Mr.  West  is  admired  as 
an  artist  and  esteemed  as  a  man. — 
Laitdatus  d laudato  Kirn,  is  the  happy 
fate  of  the  English  Admiral. 

Tms  celebrated  artist,  who  has  so 
long  maintained  the  first  rank  ol  his  pro¬ 
fession, 'anu  whose  historical  paintings 
have  not  only  contributed  to  tbrm  tiie 
modem  English  School,  but  to  establish 
an  era  in  tlie  art  through  the  principal 
academies  of  Europe,  has  at  length 
completed  the  picture,  for  whicli  in 
justice  to  his  well-earned  reputation 


and  the  eminence  v/hicK  lie  hold& 
the  art,  he  stood  pledged  to  the  pu'vlic 
and  -his  profession. — Tlic  pencil  which 
immortalized  Wolfe  and  British  val. 
our,  on  the  heights  of  Abraham,  could 
not  be  expected  to  do  otherwise  than 
commemorate  the  death  of  a  Nelson, 
and  the  most  splendid  victory  which  liaa 
ever  been  recorded  in  the  annals  of  the 
British  navy. 

It  is  a  just  pride  to  the  nation  that 
we  have  men  amongst  us,  to  whom  may 
safely  be  confided  all  the  immortality 
which  the  arts  can  bestow  upon  the 
splendid  actions  of  our  heroes  and  de¬ 
fenders.  A  certain  French  general  is 
said  to  h.avc  lamented,  that  he  lived  in ' 
an  age  so  barren  of  literature,  that  he; 
could  not  expect  even  a  decent  epitaph 
on  his  tomb  stone  as  a  compensation  for 
all  the  laurels  he  had  earned.*  In  the 
present  times  there  necd.s  no  siicli  sub- 
ject  of  regret.  Poetry  perhaps  may  fail, 
but  the  pened  can  still  peHbrm  its  task  ■ 

The  present  picture  represents  thei 
death  of  Lord  Nelson,  in  the  memo’*a-' 
hie  victory  obtained  over  the  fleets  of^ 
France  and  Spatu,  ofl’  Cape  Trafalgar  ; 
As  this  picture  will  not  appear  in  anys 
exhibition,  a  description  v  f  it  may  rot 
be  iinacceptaldr  to  tb^  lov^r.s  of  tlict 
ait,  ami  the  public  In  gereral.  I 

Tlie  subject  of  the  pi'^uro  bfing*  !  •-j 
roie,  tlu’  artist  has  considered  it  uu 't: 
the  bea«l  of  ri»e  Epic.  lie  kept  Vic  J 
attention  constaruly  fixed  upon  the  her  , 
and  made  every  tilin'**  subsifliar'*  t' 


him.  'I'he  dving  Nelson  is  exhibit^ 


lying  upon  the  qunrter-il  k  of  tie 
I  ship,  surrounded  by  his  »  ffiot  rs,  by  i 
this  groupo  be  fir.st  acts  upon  and  c.\*- 
cites  the  feelings  of  the  spectators. 
Uerc  is  the  hero,  and,  in  the  language  cf 
poetry,  his  story.  'I'he  wruncK  d  anl 


tlie  dead  form  the  episodic s  of  the 


n«  bic 


piece,  and  the  whole  raise.s  .a 
clima.x  up  to  the  iWing  Admiral. 

The  |>oint  of  time  is  the  ileath  of  the 
hero,  and  the  victory  united. 

Lord  Nelson  bes,  with  hjs  head  rill¬ 
ing  back,  on  tlie  bret.st,  and  in  the  arins 
of  kis  Chaplain.  His  face  and  eyes  arc 
elevated  to  Heax'en.  His  countenance 
expresses  a  most  resigned  and  noble 
piety,  a  dignity,  and  a  consciousness  of 
having  done  his  duty  to  1  is  king  and  ' 
country.  In  the  countenance  of  Ncl. 
son,  llic  painter  has  she.wn  his  power 


•Alexander  envied  Achilles  the 
poet,  that  recorded  his  glory Em.  Ldi, 


•  THE  EMERALD. 


199 


of  c  x.hibitlng’  the  most  difficult  and  com¬ 
posite  passions  with  tlie  most  natural 
land  tempered  correctness. 

I  In  Nelson  there  is  nothing*  of  afficcta- 
tion  ;  every  thin^  is  as  simple  as  was 
the  character  of  the  man  ;  there  is  a 
kind  of  serene  and  saint-likc  lieroism, 
the  comfort  and  composure  of  a  d)  Ing 
martyr.  Tins  head  can  never  bo  too 
much  admired  ;  it  would  be  inestimable 
if  considered  only  as  a  portrait  of  the 
man ;  for  we  do  not  hesitate  to  pro¬ 
nounce  it  tlie  best  we  ever  saw. 


In  the  retiring  parts  of  the  picture, 
and  the  perspective,  are  seen  ;dl  the 
rage  and  fury  of  a  sea  fight, — ships 
on  fire,  others  sinking,  or  blowing  up  ; 
of  some  the  masts  are  falling  ;  others 
are  nearly  buried  in  their  own  ruins. 

Here  every  thing  is  terrible  and  aw¬ 
ful  ;  here  is  sublimity  in  the  fulness  of 
its  horrors.  The  groupes  inthis  picture 
ar«  composed  of  nearly  eighty  figures, 
and  more  than  fifty  of  them  are  portraits 
of  men  and  officers  actually  engaged  ia 
the  battle. 


The  position  of  Lord  Nelson  on  the 
quarter-deck  occupies  the  middle  of 
the  picture  ;  he  extends  his  left  hand  to 
Capt.  Hardy,  who  alfectionatcly  presses 
it  to  his  besom,  whilst  he  announces, 
from  a  paper,  the  victory  over  the  enemy 
and  the  number  of  ships  taken.  The 
surgeon  and  his  mates  arc  rendering 
their  assistance,  whilst  an  intrepid  sailor 
spreads  the  Spanish  flag  at  the  feet  of 
the  dying  Admiral.  And  an  officer  en¬ 
ters  at  the  same  time  with  the  French 
flag  under  iiis  arm,  but  starts  back  with 
marke«l  e  motion,  upon  beholding  the 
situation  of  his  comm.ar.dcr. 

The  picture  generally  may  be  sal  1  to 
consist  of  two  du’tinct  grou’ies.  Tlie 
figures  on  the  left  form'  a  groupe  of 
.  otliccrs  attendant  on  his  I.ordsl'ip  ;  tlieir 
1  coununances  cypress  a  grave  and  de¬ 
cent  sorrow,  .and  arc  admirably  con¬ 
trast'- d  with  the  groupe  on  tlie  right, 
whicli  consist  (>f  sailers  fiusiicd  with 
the  soumls  of  victory,  but  ch -eked  by 
one  of  the  surgeons  who  beholds  the 
appr* »acl;  of  death  in  the  countenance 
of  Nelson.  1 

Retween  these  figures,  all  of  which 
are  powerfully  poiirtrayed  ami  contrast¬ 
ed,  are  groupes  of  s.ailors  carrying  the 
w  ounded  to  the  cockpit,  and  others  ren¬ 
dering  their  best  tokens  of  regard  to 
the  dead. 

O.ie  of  these  smaller  groupes  vre  r.an 
;  never  too  much  commend  ;  we  mean 
I  that  of  an  atTeclionate  demeanor  of  a 
*  faithfid  servant,  over  the  dead  body  of 
‘  his  master,  Capt.  Adair. 

At  the  poop  of  the  ship  are  station¬ 
ed  the  marines  and  their  wounded  of¬ 
ficers  ;  the  signal  lieutenant,  with  his 
j  midshipman  ;  and  the  master  of  the 
I  ship,  with  his  navigating  seamen.  Un- 
j  derthe  poop  are  men- stationed  at  the 
pin,  close  to  which  a  licuteaant  is 
kiUed. 


Such  is  the  picture  ;--of  which,  in¬ 
dependent  of  its  excellence  as  a. work 
of  art,  we  may  truly  say,  that  the  cir¬ 
cumstances  which  produced  its  perfec¬ 
tion  can  never  occur  again.  It  is  im¬ 
possible  again  to  collect,  in  the  painting 
room  of  the  artist,  those  various  groupes 
of  men  whose  portraits  are  upon  the  can¬ 
vass,  and  wliose  individual  likenesses 
were  necessary  for  the  fidelity  of  a  com¬ 
position  w  hich  aspires  to  be  considered 
as  a  work  of  historical  record, — a  work, 
of  truth,  and  not  of  fancy. 

We  shall  not  enter  into  a  minute  cri¬ 
ticism  ;  it  will  be  sufficient  to  say,  that 
Mr.  West,  In  this  picture,  has  excelled 
every  tKirg  he  has  hitherto  done. 

For  the  Emerald. 

DESUl.TORY  SELFTTIONS, 

AND  origi;ml  P.Z.V.AKKS. 

! 

Mr.  Emmet,  the  Irish  adrocate 
that  has  flashed  into  fame  and  prac¬ 
tice  in  the  city  and  state  of  New- 
York,  is  brother,  we  understand,  to 
another  of  equal  eminence  that  for¬ 
merly  flourished  in  Ircla.nd,  and  to 
Robert  Emmet,  Esq.  the  medern 
Curtins,  illustrious  for  mind  and 
misfortune,  who  was  executed  in 
Dublin  for  high  treason  being  con¬ 
cerned  in  the  insurrecticn  of  the 
23d  July»  1803.  On  trial  he  made 
no  defence ;  but  after  verdict,  cn  the 
clerk’s  putting  to  him  the  common 
question,  which  is  mere  matur  of 
furniy  «  What  have  you  to  say,  why 
judgment  of  death  and  execution 
should  not  be  pronounced  against  you 
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according! o  law  ?’*  he  took  occasion 
to  make  the  most  eloquent  harangne 
language  can  boa.st.  It  has  very 
beautifully  been  said  to  have  been 
“  that  voice,  which  spoke  almost 
from  the  grave  ;  and  seemed  assim¬ 
ilating  to  the  energy  and  inspiration 
of  eternal  truth.”  It  concludes  in 
the  following  admirably  impressive 
manner. 

“  My  Lords,  you  seem  impatient 
for  the  sacrifice.  The  blood,  for 
which  you  thirst,  is  not  congealed 
by  the  artificial  ten*ors,  which  sur¬ 
round  your  victim  ;  it  circulates 
warmly  and  unrufiled  through  the 
channels,  which  God  created  for 
noble  purposes,  but  which  you  are 
bent  to  destroy  for  purposes  so 
grievous,  that  they  cry  to  Heaven. 
— He  yet  patient !  I  kave  but  a  few 
words  more  to  say. — I  am  going  to 
my  cold  and  silent  grave  :  my  lamp 
of  life  is  nearly  extinguislicd :  my 
race  is  run  :  the  grave  opens  to  re¬ 
ceive  me,  and  I  sink  into  its  bosom. 
— I  have  but  one  request,  to  ask  at 
my  departure  from  this  world  ;  it  is 
the  charity  of  ita  silence. — Let  no  man 
write  my  epitaph  for  as  no  man 
who  knows  my  motives  dare  noiv 
vindicate  them,  let  not  prejudice  or 
ignorance  asperse  them. — Let  them 
and  me  repose  in  obscurity,  and  my 
tomb  remain  unir.scribed,  until  other 
times  and  other  men  can  do  justice 
to  my  character.  When  my  coun¬ 
try  takes  her  place  among  the  na¬ 
tions  of  the  earth,  then.,  and  not  till 

then,  let  my  epitaph  be  written - 

I  HAVE  DONE  !” 

We  have  no  hesitation  in  saying, 
that  if  the  principles  of  Greek  and 
Rom.an  eloquence  are  preserved  any 
w  here,  they  are  in  Ireland.  The 
Poman  forum  is  the  Irish  bar. 
W^estminster  hall  never  heard  elo¬ 
quence,  that  can  equal  the  following, 
reran  orator  that  can  rival  Cubran. 
The  Phdipic  agfiinst  bigotry.. 


“  It  is  the  accursed  progeny  ofl 
servile  hypocrisy— -of  rcmorselessl 
lust  of  power — of  insatiate  thirst  on 
gain,  laboring  for  the  destruction  or 
man  under  the  specious  pretences  of 
religion — her  banners  stoUn  from 
the  altar  of  (!od^  and  her  allies  cor., 
gregated  from  the  abysses  of  Hell 
She  acts  by  votaries  to  be  rcstraiind 
by  no  compunctions  of  humanitv, 
for  they  are  dead  to  niercy — to  bt 
reclaimed  by  no  voice  of  reason 
for  refutation  is  the  bread,  on  w  hich 
their  folly  feeds.  They  are  outlaw, 
ed  alike  from  their  species  and  tiid' 
Creator.  The  object  of  their  crime 
is  social  life,  and  the  w  ages  of  tr.cir 
sin  is  social  death.” 

Such  a  man  is  not  honored  1. 
making  him  Attorney  Geucr 
and  Master  of  the  Rolls.  Me  ho> 
ors  the  places ;  and  could  every 
place  of  power  and  distinction  w  id; 
in  the  gift  of  government  be  assii-j. 
ed  him,  he  could  fill  and  make  nn  ie 
honorable  the  immensity  of  office. 

Time,  that  moulders  toweiingl 
monuments  into  dust,  and  obliiei 
ates  ti^e  memory  of  their  existence 
only  serves  to  picture  to  our  miiu 
had  acts  iu  more  liorrific  forms. 
The  pleasures  of  the  wcild  may 
strew  tlowers  over  tl.em,  but  tliey 
cannot  hide  them.  Adamant  may 
hold  its  characters  perfect  for  ages 
yet  they  must  w’car  out  at  last ;  hii 
those  engraven  on  the  consrici  ct 
Time  does  not  efiuce,  but  with  his 
scythe  continually  renews,  anch  fct 
every  fresh  touch,  sinks  deeper  and 
deeper — they,  as  if  written  there, 
in  rubric,  vrith  the  heart’s  hloo(l.| 
can  only  cease  to  be  when  that  shall j 
flow  no  more.  ’ 

The  observation  of  Mausokius. 
which,  the  translator  of  the  Abbts 
D’Olwit  has  well  remarked,  may 
be  called  the  golden  maxim,  is  in' 
idecd  beautifuL  ^  Allowing  the  per- 


thb;  b:meuali). 


frurrii'-iiiCt:  of  a«i  honorable  action  to 

aUcmlcd  uitii  labor,  the  labor  is 
I  on  over,  but  the  honor  iinn^urtal ; 
'vhereas,  shouhl  even  pleasure  wait 
on  tho  commission  ot‘  uliat  is  cUs- 
'.onrri.ble«  tb.e  pleasure  is  soon  5j<)ne, 
uttlie  tlishoiiour  eternal.’* 

r:.s,  the  Spartan, 

‘tyleill))*  a  slraiipjCr,  TJie  happy,  on 
ccounl  of  t!ic  number  of  his  friends, 
■jked  ium,‘*IIov.-  s\ic!uas  had  many, 
should  kr.ow  whether  they  were 
sincerj  or  pretended  ?”  •*  i  le  could 
nut  tell”  war,  the  answer.  “  i.earn 
•.hen,”  sai.l  Xamertes,  h\  au- 
vEnsn  roiiTU.N'E.” 

I'o  give  physic  to  a  dead  body, 
stii  1  Diooenks  and  advice  to  an  old 
man,  is  the  same  thin^, 

I’fMON',  the  Athenian,  b'.inj^  ask¬ 
ed  why  he  b.ated  all  mankind,  sul¬ 
lenly  answered,  “  I  hate  the  bad  for 
In  iivj  so,  and  tlie  rest  for  not  bating 
the  bud.” 

The  same  antient  rronounced 

A 

AVAR  ICE  and  vanity  the  principal 
elements  of  lul  evil. 

To  expose  one’s  selftf)  great  dan¬ 
gers  for  siTi'dl  matters,  s  .1,1  Auous- 
TL's,  is  to  iish  v.  it.;  a  golden  l.cok. 

Perhaps  the  best  remark  that  ever 
fell  from  a  Cynic  is  coi'ituined  in  this 
happy  and  forcible  siuiiiiiude  of 
Diogenes.  Huc/i  03  fiavt  x'irtur 
always  in  thrir  mouths  and  ntt^lcsi  to 
■  live  agrevahlij  to  the  standard  of 

iarc  like  a  harfj^  ^^vhich  yields  a  sound 
/leasing  to  others^  ’while  iisdf  mil  her 
hears  nor  is  sensible  ef  the  "muzied' 


WINE. 

A  vine  bears  three  kind  of  grapes, 
^  said  Anachahsis;  the  first  of  pleas- 
fc  ure,  the  second  of  drunkenness, 
the  third  of  repentance. 


EPIGRAM. 

A  VICAR,  l(»ng  ill,  who  had  trcasui’d 
up  wealth, 

Told  his  cupiiU*,  one  Sund.'iy,  to  pray  for 
his  health. 

Which  oft  having  done,  a  parishioner 
said, 

Tliat  lilt  curate  ought  rather  to  wish 
he  wore  dead. 

“  For  iny  truth,*’  says  the  curate  “  let 
ciotlit  hr  given, 

1  ne’er  jiray’d  for  his  death — but  1  have 
for  his  living. 

Dr.  lli.Aiit,  somewhere  in  his  icr- 
tures,  talks  of  the  moi  al  subiimt, 
and  (juoies  the  daring  speech  oftiie 
adventurous  Cesar,  to  the  liiiild  pi¬ 
lot,  tossed  by  tiie  waves  : 

“  Qjiid  times  ?  Ca'sarem  velds.” 
The  foilowiiig  modern  instance 
of  the  td)ove  quality,  found  in  a  re¬ 
cent  journ,al,  v.'i!l  please  the  itadcr  ; 

An  old  Cennan  soldien  having 
lost  both  his  arms  in  a  severe  bat¬ 
tle,  his  commanding  ofilcer  propos¬ 
ed  to  reward  l.isbiavery  with  a  dol¬ 
lar.  Yon  certainly  think,  cap¬ 
tain,”  exciaimeci  ih.e  veteran,  with 
becoming  spirit,  that  i  have  only 
lost  my  gloves  !” 

[T/iC  CalcuttA  Post. 

Widi  pleasure,  v.o  irsr*rt  the  follow Ir.g 
Charge  to  an  Er.glisli  Grand  Jury,  de- 
liv(*rc<l  by  a  Vvcll  meaning  magistrjitc 
and  ilhislr'.ous  law*  character,  about 
the  year  1752.  It  quaintly  conveys 
tlic  ideas  of  a  good  ])urit:m  of  old 

time . IMavcrs  at  the  close  of  the 

fu  st  head,  will  desire  to  th.ank  God 
for  tb.e  progress  of  civilisation  ami 
liberal  tliouglit ;  and  bedes,  who  look 
forward  witli  glad  expectation  to  the 
appro.aching  bails  and  assemblies  and 
have  already  their  new  drosses  pre¬ 
pared,  will  not  think  the  Judge  very 
courtly  for  his  remarks  cn  the  last. 

Whit  ELOCK  Eulstrodf.'s  opir.ion  of 
Plays  Cc  M  asq.uerat)es,  in  a  speech 
to  the  Grand  Jury  of  Middlesex,  Eng. 

OF  PLAY-nOVSES. 

”lTs  to  be  wish’d  there  were  none 
in  the  kingdom,  because  of  the  evU 
they  do  to  munkipAl. 


i 


2Q2 


THE  EMERALD. 


These  poets,  ev*n  after  they  are 
dead,  if  their  plays  survive  them, 
by  their  vicious  plays,  help  Satan 
to  ruin  mankind  in  this  world,  and 
utterly  to  destroy  them  in  the  next. 
What  reckoning;,  what  accompt,  will 
those  witty,  untliinking;  poets  have  ! 
to  make  for  these  great  eviis  at  the 
dreadful  day  of  judgment  I  l.et 
them  remember  the  direful  woe  our 
Saviour  pronounces  against  them 
wliich  give  offence  ;  that  is,  occasion 
mankind  to  sin. 

These  plays  “being  contra  bonoa 
Moresy  both  tlie  poets  and  the  actors 
are  presentable  ;  the  patent  they 
have  not  warranting  them  herein  ; 
and  the  king’s  proclamation  for 
suppressing  vice,  immorality  and 
prophaneness, being  directly  against 
such  doings.  These  plays  are  a  nu^ 
isance  to  the  virtuous  part  of  man¬ 
kind  who  happen  to  sec  them,  and 
sink  the  vicious  deeper  in  the  mire 
of  destruction. 


MR.  EDITOR, 

From  the  difficulty  of  condensi; 
the  meaning  of  the  Latin  epigr:-® 
in  your  last,  within  the  same  nui* 
her  of  lines  in  Englisli  Hexuinttfj 
there  will  not  be  found  muchpoti- 


in  tlic  following,  but  the  sense 


the  original  is,  I  believe,  fairly 


servett. 


TRANSLATION 

Of  the  Latin  Kpigram  in  our  lutt 

THE  MOON  IS  A  FEMALE. 

The  moon  blushes,  looks  pale,  gr'j 
big,  by  night  walks 

And  wanders  ;  these  does  each 
male,  they  say. 

Homs  docs  the  moon  make  ;  these  ' 
makes  woman  ; 

That  once  a  month  changes,  but  * 
eve.”/  day. 


tfeep 

cn  oi 

•h-- 


kVIFI 

Slie 


70  CORRESPONDES^S. 


t 

Atloi 


reft’ 


JUf  next  head  ij,  touching  Jlfasqvcrades 
and  Balls. 


Had  masquerades,  alias  balls,  l)een  1  »  r  •  i  i 

,  4:  ,  .  1  dillcient  s;gnatuie,  has  turnisJied 

Ill  use  at  the  time  .f  the  apostles,  it  ais„mnd»  of  the  first  - 


Delia  will  not  think  us  ungallar.tlSAca 
not  receiving  her  with  open  urrBnf 
Communications  may  seem  insipi^icl 
cant  to  lier,  which  toothers  .arc 
t.'ibh*.  Otir  cabinet  is  proml  of 
*>f  the  **  ring.;,'*  whicli  contain 
**pnsie3.**  The  same  hand,  under 


I  ter  CM  I  u'eight. 
I  to  Parnassus. 


'riicre  arc  paths  eno'i 
Those,  who  climb,  nc 
Id 

hnntrr 


would  have  been  inipossiale  cliris 
tianity  could  have  any  success 
could  have  gained  any  ground,  where  I  not  quarrel  for  room.  Delia  is  wi 
those  had  been  practised.  One  mas-  |  the  horn  </  the  hnn 

querade  or  ball  would  have  carried 
off  more  chrisliaijs  from  the  Chris¬ 
tian  faith,  and  the  pui  ity  of  a  chri.s- 
tian  life,  than  the  raising  ten  men 
from  the  dead  would  have  kept  in  it. 


VERSES  .WRITTEN  ON  A  LADY’s 

fan. 

Fla VI A  the  least  and  slightest  toy 


We  apply  to  her  the  lines  of  Suit 

STONE. 

“  O  Peace,  to  yonder  clarion  go, 
That  drovins  the  Muses'  l;re 


Can  with  resistless  art  employ  : 

I'his  f  an,  in  meaner  hands,  would  prove 
An  engine  of  small  force  in  love  : 

Yet  she  wdth  graceful  air  and  mien 
(Not  to  be  told,  or  safely  seen  !) 
Directs  its  wanton  motions  so. 

That  It  wounds  more  than  Cupid's  bow. 
Gives  coolness  to  the  matchless  dame, 
To  every  otlicr  breast — a  ilamc. 


We  invite  R**  to  continue  his  tr 
lations  from  the  Greek.  One  of 
versions  of  M e  le  ac er  w’c  have  of  k,  ^ 
diligently  compared  with  another  ^ 
tile  same  production,  ])ublishcd  sot- 
time  since  in  a  work  of  literary  mcr..  f 
and  without  he.sitation,  pronounce 
decidedly  superior.  **JPerge  quo  ceepisuhk 


Would  Castioator  btit  attcml 
his  precepts,  Horace,  though  dcaT 
would  yet  speak  iu  his  own  wor’*! 
“  Fungar  vice  cotis.**  His  commttrlc 
cation  should  be  w’cll  set  to  give  it  e/t'  a 
Wc  are  pleased  with  his  thoughts.  Tl'l| 
blade  has  good  stujf ;  but  it  wants  s\'h,S 
ting. 
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ig 

n 

met 

l)ot 

use 

y  ;■ 


For  the  Emerald. 


lilt 


ach 


ese 


but 


ft  re  is  much  bea,uty  and  felicity  of 
fxprtssion  in  the  subsequent  ode. 
1  he  classical  reader  will  reco^ise  a 
I  -npy  imitation  from  the  Greek  of  a 
Symn  to  Health  by  Aripuron  of 
Si’eyonia,  and  the  English  reader 
«ay  find  a  literal,  prosaic  translation 
ft  ,m  the  pen  of  Ur.  Johnson  in  his 
#:t!i  Rambler.  Poi.lio  does  indeed 
'  di'ate  ;  but  he  does  not  weaken  the 
fOi  i  '  of  the  original  bard,  soaring  on 
tfeo  pinions  of  gratitude  in  the  “  heav- 
CB  of  invention,” 

Ph^^  'i’.iique  choro  Peana  canentem.” 

ODE  TO  HEALTH. 

,rsiicious  Health!  celestial  power 
SBIeld  with  thy  wings  my  anxious 
head, 

thro’  my  life’s  precarious  hour, 

At!  >rn  with  smiles  my  humble  shed. 

reft’ner  of  sublunary' joy, 
3//iir.tC#i!ipanion,  friendly,  free  and  bland  ; 

X  t.  '  ifi  i’owers  of  pleasure  droop  and  die, 
nsijsp  tftcherish’d  by  thy  fostering  hand  ! 

ha^ever  towms,  or  courts  assume, 

.  ^“  Whatever  riches  may  bestow  ; 

.^"‘abition’s  party -colour’d  plume, 
jnder  train  of  pomp  and  show  : 

first  -hat  ’er  in  nature’s  landscape  round* 

\  enou  it^l’mely  spreads  before  the  view, 
nb,  ne  hi!'"’er  of  beautiful  is  found 
j  wild  b  verdant  fields  or  mountain  blue  : 

hnntr  influence,  heav’n-bom 

maid, 

■S*  are  the  joys  which  these  supply, 
i  fiithful  Friendship’s  liberal  aid, 
Ind  the  bright  blaze  of  Beat^^s  eye! 

*  d*  s  it,  Wit,  to  thee  belong, 

III  uigh  our  evils  into  case  ! 

*  Clin  the  poet’s  tuneful  tongue 

cd*  so  power  to  please  ! 

mcri  Tame,  with  soft  enchantment’s 
unce  skill, 
cotpi  :\&  blush  of  rosy  health  maintain  ? 
.1  Li'Viiry  the  task  fulfil, 

0  extirpate  the  sting  of  pain  ? 

woiA  ’  Weak  is  manly  Pity’s  hand 
immu  1C  sick  from  sorrow’s  couch  to  raise? 
•  it  e  lf  iiii-fficient  Pride’s  command  ? 

;.  1 !  fv  vain  the  silver  tongue  of  praise  I 

its  r:  L' 


r** 


us  t! 

[  C  of 
e  of 
thcr 


Tho’  pleasure  may  amuse  awhile ; 

Altho*  in  Fortune’s  lap  carest, 

O  Health,  without  thy  cheering  smile, 
No  human  heart  was  ever  blest ! 

POLLIO. 


SELSCTED  FOR  THS  EMSSAU). 

[We  are  obliged  to  our  correspondent 
for  his  exertion  of  industry  and 
judgment  in  the  following  selection. 
Though  the  element  of  the  muses 
is  indeed  the  *ther  of  fancy,  yet 
they  sometimes  deign  to  light  within 
the  atmosphere  of  reason  and  of  fact. 
Metaphysioal  poetry  is  not  unpleas¬ 
ing.  The  quaintness  of  Dr.  Donne’s 
metrical  point  excites  the  frequent 
smile,  and  the  ethics  of  Pope  have 
both  rhyme  and  reason.  The  classic 
eye  c.innot  be  always  in  **J!ne  frenzy 
rolling*'  but  delights  sometimes  to 
relieve  itself  on  these  mingled  pro¬ 
ductions.  The  reader,  that  would 
keep  the  interest  unbroken,  is  refer- 
ed  to  our  fifteenth  number  for  tlie 
introduction  to  a  poem  of  such 
”  great  pith  and  moment.”] 

KNOW  YOURSELF. 

Not  happy,  but  amus’d  upon  the  road. 

And  (like  you)  thoughtless  of  his  last 
abode. 

Whether  next  sun  his  being  shall  re¬ 
strain, 

To  endless  nothing,  happiness  or  pain. 

Around  me,  lo,  the  tiiinking,  thought¬ 
less  crew 

Bewilder’d  each  their  different  paths 
pursue  ; 

Of  them  I  ask  the  w'ay  ;  the  first  replies, 

“  Thou  art  a  God and  sends  me  to  the 
skies. 

“  Dow’n  on  this  turf”  (the  nexO  thou 
two-legg*d  beast,  [rest.” 

“There  fix  thy  lot,  thy  bliss,  and  endless 

Betw'een  those  wide  extremes  the 
length  is  such, 

I  find  1  know  too  little  or  too  much. 

“  Almiglity  Pow’r,  by  whose  most  wise 
command, 

Helpless,forlorn,uhcertain  here  I  stand; 

Take  this  faint  glimmering  of  thyself 
away. 

Or  break  into  my  soul  with  perfect  day!” 

This  said,  expanded  lay  the  sacred  text. 
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THE  ilMEKALD. 


The  balm,  Oie  b.ght,  the  giikle  of  souls  i  wbat  tliy  sense  desires,  ihy  s-jiJ 


perplext : 


distastes  ; 


Thus  the  benighted  traveller  that  strays  \  li*st,  thy  curiosity,  thy  pride, 
Throup^h  doubtful  paths,  enjoys  the  Carb’d,or  defer’d.or balkM,or^r:itify’il^ 
mornings  rays  ;  Hagc  on,  and  make  Ujcc  ccpially  un. 

The  nig-htly  mist,  and  thick  descendinjy  !  blcss’d,  [hast  posscst, 

dew,  [blue.  If'  what  thou  want’st,  and  what  tliou 

Parting',  unfold  the  fields  and  vaulted  I  luvain  thou  hop*st  for  bliss  on  this  poor 
*‘0  truth  divine!  enlightened  by  thy  ray,  1  clod,  [G'j(l;[ 

I  grope  and  guess  no  more,  but  see  my  j  l^cturn,  and  seek  thy  father,  and  thji 
way;  1  think  not  to  regain  thy  native  skv,[ 

Thou  clear’dst  the  secret  of  my  high  1  on  the  wings  of  vain  philosophy;! 

descent,  [meant ;  !  Mysterious  passage  !  hid  from  hiini  I 

And  told’st  me  what  those  mystic  tokens  !  eyes;  [nse: 

Marks  of  my  birth,  which  1  had  worn  j  Soaring  you’ll  sink,  and  sinking  you  wiilf 
in  vain,  1  humble  thoughts  thy  wary  footsteps! 

Too  harddbr  worldl)^  sages  to  explain ;  i  guide, 

Zeno’s  were  vain, vainEpicuriis’ schemes  i  by  meeir.eis  what  you  lost  byl 

Their  systems  false,  delusive  were  their  j  _  f 

dreams ;  1  "  | 

Unsklll’d  my  two-fold  nature  to  divide,  |  [it  appears  by  the  following  lines,  tlr 
One  nurs’d  my  pleasure,  and  one  nurs’d  |  the  talent  of  poetry  is  hereditvyb 
my  pride ;  I  the  family  of  Burns.1  I 


Those  jarring  truths  which  human  art 
beguile,  [cile. 

Thy  sacred  page  thus  bade  me  recon- 
Oftspringof  God,  no  less  thy  pedigree. 
What  thou  once  wert,  and  now,  and 
still  mayst  be. 

Thy  God  alone  can  tell,  alone  decree  ; 
Faultless  thou  dropt  from  his  unerring 
skill,  [will  : 

With  the  bare  pow'rto  sin,'  since  free  of 
Yet  charge  not  with  thy  guilt,  his  boun¬ 
teous  love, 

For  who  has  power  to  w^alk,  has  pow'cr 
to  rove  ;  1 

Who  acts  by  force  impell’d,  can  nought 
deserve  ;  [swerve. 

And  W'isdom,  short  of  infinite,  may 
Borne  on  thy  new  imp’d  wings,  thou 
took’st  thy  fight, 


the  family  of  Burns.] 

SONG 

Written  by  a  eon  of  the  poet  Burnsy  at : 
aj^e  (fl5  years. 

Hae  ye  seen,  in  a  fresh  dewy  mornl : 
The  wild  warbling  red-breast  j 
clear  ?  [; 

Or  the  low-dwelling,  snow  hrt  sted 
Surcharged  wi’  mild  cv’ning’s  : 
tear  ? 


teous  love  have  seen  my  sweet  las  ’ 

For  who  has  power  to  w^alk,  has  pow'cr  lassie  I  loe  best  of  .a’; 

to  rove  •  fJ'c  hame  of  my  lassie, 

Who  acts  by  force  impell’d,  can  nought  ^  many  a  long  mile  awa’. 

deserve  ;  [swerve.  Her  hair  is  the  w  ing  of  the  blackbird, 

And  W'isdom,  short  of  infinite,  may!  Her  eye  is  the  eye  of  the  dove, 
Borne  on  thy  new  im.p’d  wings,  thou  !  Her  lips  ai*c  the  rnild-hlushlng  rose- 
took’st  thy  fight,  Her  bosom's  the  palace  of  love  ; 

Left  tiiy  Creator,  St  the  realms  of  light  Alas!  when  1  sit  down  to  studv, 
Disdain  d  his  gentle  precept  to  lullil ;  j  nothing  at  a*  ; 

And;thought  to  grow  a  gotl  by  doing  ill :  bogk  1  indeed  keep  n.y  eyes  or- 

Tliough  by  foul  guilt  thy  beav’nly  form  ■  j^Iy  Noughts  are  wi’  her  tiiafs  av 
defac’d,  [chac’d,  !  ,  ,  ,  ,  n  , 

In  nature  chang’d,  from  happv  mansions  \''S  P'f 

Thou  still  rchain’st  some  sparks  of  1  ><•  s'vectcst  we  mortals  here  kno. 
heav’nly  fire,  hcav’n,  bng’itly  gk 

Too  fiiint  to  mount, yet  restless  to  aspire;  ,  ,  ,  ,  - 

Angel  enough  to  seek  thy  bliss  again,  ^  : 

And  brute  enough  to  make  the  search  Thus  the  moon,  on  the  ofl-chanf 
m  vain.  ocean, 

The  creatures  now  w'Hhdraw  tlicir  Dcli^lits  the  w’an  sailor’s  gh^d  cyCi 
kindly  use,  ^Vhcn  red  rush  the  storms  of  the  " 

Some  fly  tliee,  some  torment,  and  some  •A.nd  the  wild  wnaves,  dark,  tumble 
seduce  ;  If  Ijl'- 

Repast  ill  suited  to  such  dilT’irent  : - ^  ^  * 
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Dcli^lits  the  w’an  sailor’s  gh^d  eye* 
When  red  ru.sh  the  storms  of  the  " 
And  the  wild  wnaves,  dark,  tumble 
high. 
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